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monsters. He entered her cave and knelt before
the princess. " Rama is dead/' he cried. " He came
in the night; my young warriors surrounded him and
slew him. Ho, there ! " he cried, turning towards
the entrance to the cave, " bring me the head of
Rama I "

It was easy enough for a magician to produce a
head and even to ensure its resemblance to that of
the hero Rama, easy enough to fill the soul of the
tortured princess with terror and to plunge her
heart into the lowest depths of grief, but it showed
a complete lapse of intelligence on the part of Ravana
to expect that the death of Rama would be followed
by the winning of Sita for himself. For a time, at
least, the poor princess passed beyond all know-
ledge of her loss and of the torture to which she
was subjected, for, with a piercing cry of " Dead !
My lord ! " she sank to the ground in an overmaster-
ing swoon.

Ravana took his departure, and the kindly gods
who had sent unconsciousness to Sita now sowed
compassion in the heart of one of her guardians,
who raised the princess in her arms and whispered
words of comfort in her ear. " It is merely a trick/'
she said in a soothing tone. " Look up, my little
Singing Bird. Open thine eyes. Thy hero is not
dead. A vast army has landed on our shore, and
among them moves one whose sad and noble
countenance proclaims him to be Rama, your godlike
husband/3

The fainting heart of the princess revived upon